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From the Village Record. 


I have often remarked the eagerness of all classes 
of people to read or hear the accounts of marri- 
ages. ‘So! John has taken to himself a wife’ says 
one. * Ab! there has been a wedding’ cries anoth- 
er. © Lack-a-day,” exclaims an oldlady. ‘So Betty 
has got a husband at last,’ and each is anxious to 
know all the particu'ars—who married them—who 
was there—-how the bride was dressed, and so on. 
On such occasions I have particularly noticed that the 
men seem to sympathise chiefly with the Bridegroom 
from the cause probably, that each hasbeen or ex- 
pects tobe, in the same delicate and interesting sit- 
vation of the persons for whom their sympathies are 
excited, The reason is not difficul! to explain. 


-There is no circumstance in life, half so interesting 


as that of evtering into the holy bends of wedlock 
A choice is made of a companion for life—tor good 
or evil—for prosperity or adversity—for weal or woe; 
or, in the good old set termsot the ceremonia})—* for 
better or worse.” Then, teo. the new clothes—th: 
solemn cerimeouy-—the wedding banquet, and the 
mameless deligits appurtenant thereto, render this 
period of life far more interesting than any other. 
Looked forward to, through the Kaleidoscope of Hope. 
it preseuls to the young imagination an isfinite vari- 
ety of splendid and beaatifel imagery, which charms 
like the illusions of the Persian Genoti in the Fairy 
Tales : The young man bopes his turn may come, 
and I dare not sketch the picture of bliss his fancy 
craws. The girl from budding fifteen through blush- 
ing twenty upto ripened woman-hood, feels, as she 
hears the account of a wedding, a soft thrill, vibra- 
ting like the treble chord of the Piano, through eve- 
ty delicate nerve of her susceptible frame. Her bo- 
som throbs quicker, she breathes with a hurried re- 
Spiration, yet not painfully; no image that she need 
blush for, ever casts its passing form acress her pure 
mind, yet she blushes ; her eye brightens ; her lips 
assume a deeper stain of the strawberry, she laughs 
and wonders what ails her, for how is she interested ! 
The old married people are differently affected, and 
yet they are affected. Memory busily employs her- 
self in brushing away the cobwebs of Time, (and 
that Time is a very industrious spider,) from the pic- 
ture of their connubiai bliss. The husband chucks 
his deary gently under the chin, and instead of ad 
dressing himself to ber as, * Mrs. Maulty,? or what- 
ever her name may be, calls her virgin name * My 
dear Lucy Howard,’ and she answers with a mod 
est caress of the days gone by.—Meonwhile the old 
Bachelor and old maid forzet the chair ig not big 
Cnough for them. ‘The old codger whom nue one 
Pilies, but every one in turn laughs at as a * fusty 
old bachelor,’ very probably recalls to recollection 
One, whom in days of youth, reciproceted with him 
the tenderest feeiings of affection. One why listen- 
ed to the music of his voice with descht; who 
Watched his oming wilh aoxrous eye s «hes ready 
ear distinguished the sound of his footstep from 
among au bundred; who loved—promised— wither- 
ed before the nuptial hour gave him the rizh! to 
Pillow her throbbing head jn tis borwm, and died. 
Or the love virgin, desicusied by the unfeeling 
World as * an old Maid’ may mourn In the depth of 
fUppressed grief a ruddy youth, of manly brow and 
gailant bearing, whom the caverus of the ocean have 
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have sought in arms of wealth for that happiness 
which true love can alone impart. All, all are in- 
terested, 

But the world! what does it care? those who are 
intent on gain, who worship gold as their God, 
and have no sympathies’ unconnected with lucre! 
Verily they too for interests sake, take a lively in- 








entombed, or who dead to his plighted faith, may}refreshment; so he contented himself with teasting 


upon the politics cf the morning. 

It iscruetthat nature will sometimes attack the 
most unseasovable periods, The inferior appetites 
are not always under controul, but will tease one 
without considering either time or place. The perv- 
eal of a paragraph, however well appointed, is a mea- 
gre breakfast; and, occasionally, the most animal 










terest in marriages. Sitting in my easy chair, these! gratification is preferable to the swectest effusions of 
thoughts were passing on my mind when | dozed, | the lyre. Paupertius cast his eye upon the slee per. 
and dreamed a feast was getting up and a large | ‘ Here is a fellow, now.” said he, ‘ falls fast asleep 
number it was thought would attend. Hymen en. | over his coffee, and if he continues to doze, it will be 
tered lighted by his torch, a croud pressed to the| actually destroyed, and logically good for nothing, 
door, buf no one wasto be admitted until some sat-| Suppose I were to do him the good-natured office of 
isfactory reason was assigned how the person came taking it off before it is spoiled.’ He was actually, 
in Hymen’s company. * No one willdoubt, saidthe | though involuntarily, proceeding to the cup and 
Minister, * my right here, for who ceuld have per-| plate, when the proprietor of their contents opened 
formed the ceremony were | absent?’ and eeated on hima pair of large, stupid, somnific eyee, and cal- 
himself in a large easychair, ‘My worship, said a, led the waiter to take away that cold stuff, for that he 
justice of the Peace, * could tie the knot as tightas. could neither eat nor drink so soon after his pap. He 
vour Reverence. A merchant followed with bills of | therefore paid for what-he did not enjoy, and was go- 
‘ich silks and every variety of elegant patterns for|!ng to waddle sway. * Never was! so tempted in my 
wedding dresses: The mantua maker and tailor| life,’ said Paupertius, ‘to any thing, as to desire he 
close upon his heels. * They must certainly have! would make a compliment-of the said cold stuff to me, 
bureaus and probably a cfadle,’ said a cabinet ma-| While that thongtit was in motion, an i}l-shaped, 
ker as he passed along. * And chairs and settee,’ | bandy-legged, little fellow, came to the box, and 
said the chair maker. At that instant a Doctor ap- ! took out of his pocket a large canvass purse, empty- 
peared, Hymen declared he could net conceive how} ing without avy ceremony, its golden contents apon 
a disciple of Esculapias could de consitered as be- ithe table, Paupertiue was miserable enough to have 
longing to his train. * It is a source of my most all these treasures within five inches of his finger’s 
profitable employment,’ gravely answered the Doc- | ends, and yet dared not extend his hand; but was 
tor. * Then | have aright teo’ exclaimed a nurse almost ready to tell these two honest gentlemen, 
rushing forward, her left arm bearing a piece of dia- that five guineas would be the making of his fortune 
per. A shout was now raised by the Shoe maker—| for ever. Shame, and a knowledge of the world, 
the Poulterer—the Victualler-—- the Schoolmaster, and | however, got the better even of hunger, and other 
the Lord knows who, among the rest a Printer pop-| Soliciting wants, while the little black fellow was tel- 
ped his nose in at the door, allured by the delight-|!ing the cash. After it was reduced to mathemati- 





ful savory smell, of the terrapin and oyster soup— 
‘It isa part of my business to publish the marriages’ 
said he. *Letthem in—let them in,’ said Hymen, 
for it is impossible to tell whois not intended direct- 
ly or indirectly. Bid them all welcome to the feast 
—and 1 awoke. 

On full consideration, I see that there is abundant 
reason fer the interest every body takes in a wed- 
ding, and I hear it whispered, by those who under- 
stand the signs of the times, there will be more wed- 
dings the present year, and year to Come, then 
there has been for many a vear past. 

EPHRAIM BROOKENS. 


—™u 


DOMESTIC HAPPINESS ; 
OR, THE PLEASURES OF POVERTY. 


As Paupertius stept into a city coffee-house the 
other day, to relieve the teciousness of literary }a- 
hour by listening to the news of the idle and accom- 
modated, he cat himself down immediately opposite 
a fat figure of a man, who, with his hand tacked 
under his perriwig to support bis head. was snoring 
in the sol.dity of sleep, while a dish of coffee stood 
smoking before him, and a plate with butter and « 
roll npon it in vain invited himto the repast, Let 
not the reader. if he he a mere man of this world, nt 
terly detest Paupertius. shou]! he honest!y eonfe-s the 
plain truth of hiseitvation, Upon putting his hand 
into his pocket. he made a certain discavery, that 








cal certainty, the sleeper gathered up about two hun- 
dred pounds carelessly, gave the purse, which was 
of yellow canvass, a twist, and put it, with an air of 
|indolence, even while he yawned, into bis waiscoat 
pocket; then telling the other man he might go about 
hs business, folded his arms together, and Composed 
i bimself again to sleep. * Fer the soul of me,” said 
Paupertius, * [could hold no longor; but thinkipg 
there might. peradventure, be a feeling heart under 
all that immensity of fat, | called for half a sheet of 
paper, and wrote upon it as follows : 


‘Sin: The gentleman who is now sitting opposite 
to you, has been wilness to your reeeiving a large 
sum of money. He bas a dear wife, avd several 
children, and is this moment in the most critical sit- 
uation in which a husband, a father, and a man, 
can possibly be involved, | am a stranger, Sir, it is 
trae; but | am nevertheless a fellow creature, and 
in ten minutes can convince you | have honour, in- 
tegrity and breeding. Will you thenrelieve a whole 
ij family, by parting witha few of those guineas? As 

[have not the confidence to meet your eya, when 
you awake, | shall fold my hands over my sight, and 
beg you will wake me if you comply with my ‘e- 
quest.. If not, ! implore you to leave me without 
putting me to the confusion of speaking on the sub- 
ject. -Fatrewell, Sir.’ 

‘{ folded up this billet,’ continued Paupertins, 
‘and laid it close by him; and, presently after, look- 
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rendered it adviseable to forbear calling for asimilar! edthrough my fingers, and beheld him take it up 
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gapingly. He then threw his capacious eyes at me,} inbosom his thoughts. His eye beamed with de- 
got up, and calling the waiter, asked him, in one of | lightas he walked by her side, and giving vent to 
ont stage half-whispers, whetiwr it was very easy | his ideas, he entertained the fair one with a disserta- 
for a man to escape out of Bedlam, and give his keep-| tion on the fragrance of the air and the romantic 
er the slip? Afte: this sally of pleasantry, he burst ' beauty of the scenery, — much, doubtless, to the edi 
intoa violent laugh, and went shaking his sides out, fication of the astonished girl. His feelings by a re 
of the coffee-room. hearsal of all these detightfol things, and the con. 
The situation of poor Paupertias cannot easily be | sciousness of walking by the side of an ‘angel,’ were 
imagined. He paid for the paper, execrated his, worked up to sueh an ecstatic pitch, that seizing 
folly at risqueing the scorn of mankind, and hurried | the hand of the unresisting girl, he pressed it to his 
away with the burning blushes of disappointment. bosom, and implored her, m the most pathetic terms, 
fo his way to hrs own little apartment, he broke | to regard him as her lover,—and added that, to grat- 
forth into the following sentiments, wrung from ne | ify even the smallest of her wishes, he would ex- 
cessily and violated feelings: ‘On! my God of | plore the most distant regions of the earth. To this 
Ileaven! and is it possible? Can the human heart | rapturous effusion, Miss Abigail said not a word, but 
be so barbarous? If this fellow choose not to relieve,; gazed with astonishment on Romantico, who was now 
by what authority did he insult me? How has he| kneeling at her feet, kissing her delicate h » . She 
dared to add the pains of indignity to those of in-| stood awhile in a dubious state of wonderment. 
digence ? How could he thus stoop from the graceful | volving in her mind how to proceed. She, at length 
dignity of humanity? His heart will yet ache for its| however, in something of a commanding tone, bade 
cruelty, and | shail hear that he suffers for it in some| Lim get up and follow her. Her words were like 
reverse of fortune desolate as my own.’ magic. Romantico arose, and heroically exclaimed. 
As he was turning a corner, a poor female figure,|* Follow you? yes, to the ends of the earth!” 
with a smail bundle of matches, invites his pity.|She glided along—our hero following—until. at 
Want was in her face, sorrowin her voice, and grief) length, she stopped, and pointing to a spring, 
in hereye. ‘Indeed | am not a common beggar,! manifested a desire to drink—adding that it was the 
Sir,’ said she. * My husband is too sick to labour,; Sulphur Spring. Finding nothing at hand to drink 
my children are too youvg to supply his place: pity} out of, our hero was about to apologize, wien the 
then, and excuse me: ahalf penny would buy us the;girl bid him not be uneasy—and, kneeling*down, 
bread we have wanted since last night,’ applied her lovely lips and nose to the fount. Ro- 
Paupertius had but one penny upon earth; but his| mantico, leaning himself against a tree, folded his 
dinner was provided at home for his family : so =i on his breast, sometimes gazing upon the moon, 
gave the penny, and apologized for the size of the! and sometimes upon the fair object before him, who 
present. Vhe woman, in saying nothing, looked | seemed, to his imagination, to be acreature of light. 
every thing, laid her hand upon her heart, held her | When she had satisfied herself, she arose, and signi 
apron to her eyes, and went away. * What I felt; fied to Romantico that, if he wished, he might 
upon this action,’ exclaimed Paupertins, * Almighty! drink. He gladly accepted the offer. What were 
God ouly can tell. He who gave the sensation alone | his emotions, when he kneeled, down, and put his 
can describe it. [suppose it to be heavenly, for it| lips where hers had been! But—oh, shame ! shame! 
seemed to lift me above the earth and all itscares.’| while he was drinking, she placed her foot against 
He went up into his room, where he had no sooner him, and pushing, precipitated him headlong into the 
entered, than his wife threw her white arms round spring ! Loud was the splash, and long was it ere 
bis neck, and told him she had good news. ‘ Poor, our hero could extricate himself from his disagree. 


Mr. Jenkins, my love,’ said she, ‘has been grateful able situation. With a dripping face and ruefu pe oenny his affairs. At the age of five 


enough to return you the two guineas you lent him| countenance, the romantic Romantico turned 
two years since ; and it comes so opportunely, it will| aroand—but it was only to sneeze at the angel, 
make us quite happy.’ They now sat down to din-| whose white form was rapidly vanishing from his 
ner: it was replete with luxuries ; content, grati-| view. 
tude, friendship and love, were their guests. *‘ Weep 
no more, said his wife after dinner, * Providence nev- 
er forsakes us. Behold! it always assists us in the 
“ 4 o ni 
ns gpa peg rag 7H Bs rma —— neers | Duke of Newcastle was so pleased with the conduct 


Sever is considerably abated ; I have got - hen sup- of a casting voter, that he almost fell apon his neck, 


wane 


THE LUDICROUS MISTAKE, 


sovsnaneseasesimathmcni iittala aii 
voter asked if he was at home, he was answered 
by the porter, ‘* Yes—his grace has just gone to- 
bed; but we are directed to awake him the mo- 
ment you come.’ *‘O God bless him! I know the 
duke told me, I should always be welcome, by 
ight or by day ! Pray shew me op.” The happy 
voter was scarcely conducted to the door when he 
rushed into the room, and in the transport of his 
joy cried out, ‘My Lord, he is dead!’ * That is 
well, my dear friend; I am giad of it with aJ] my 
soul: when did hedie?? * The morning before last, 
an’ it please your grace.” * Why, so lately? Why, 
my worthy good creature, you must have flown ; 
the lightning itself could not travelled half so fast 
as you. Tell me, best of men, how shall I reward 
you?’ * All l ask for in this world is, that your 
grace would be pleased to remember your kind 
‘omise, and appoint me to succeed him.’ ‘ You, 
you blockhead! you king of Spain! What fam- 
ily pretensions can you have ? Let us look at 
you.’ By thistime the astonished duke drew back 
the curtain, and recollected the face of his election- 
eering friend ; but it was seen with anger and dis- 
appointment. To have robbed him of his rest might 
have been easily forgiven, but to have fed him with 
a groundless supposition that the King of Spain was 
dead beeame a matterof resentment. At length the 
victim of his passion became an object of his mirth, 
and when he felt the ridicule that marked the inci- 
dent, he raised the candidate for monarchy into a 
rank more suited to his desires—he made him an ex- 
clseman. 


CONJUGAL LOVE.—a MoRAL STORY. 


A gentieman, who is very happy in a beautiful 
friend, as a certain English poet calls a wife, and is— 
a kind of an enthusiast for the married state; tald 


| me the following story ofan Italian pair, o were 
| famous for their unalterable constancy a ffec- 
{tion. There lived at Genoa a young nobleman nam- 
ed Marini, who bad a iarge estate in island of 
Corsica, whither he went every five or six years to 
nd-twenty 
i.e was married to a beautiful lady, the daughter of 
la Venetian senator, called Monimia, who had refu- 
sed the greatest matches in Italy, to prefer the for- 
tunate Marini. As their marriage was founded upon 
a mutual esteem, their passion encreased instead of 
diminishing, by enjoyment, tillthey became an exam- 
ple of conjugal duty to all who knew them. They 


At the close of an election in Lewes, in 1775, the} had lived many years in this uninterrupted state of 


felicity, when Marini was obliged to make a voyage 
into Corsica, which was then disturbed by a 


ply of plain-work come in; and Betsey can quite |andkissed him. ‘¢ My dear friend,! love you dearly ; | rebellious insurrection, in order to secure his patri- 


master the song which you wrote for her. So, if you you " se Ha ox in vor gated I wish to serve 
choose to indulge in your half-pint of wine, we shall | bry , = ee eo Te vr aa te 7 tes A i 
be the happiest circle in the world.” ‘And 1s it then | Creer ae ox ere een on neon an he chal gies 

possible,’ said Paupertius, ‘ that tenderness and con- | tone py - “ par amin ams . lige - apes Ro 
stancy should be thus superior to all the unweildness ye that you shall, with all my heart : I wish for 


of wealth, and apathy of plentitnde? O the warm | YOUr sake, he were dead and buried now. As soon | 


glow of sensibility! the enchanting graces of the | *% he is, fly to me, my dear friend, be it night or 
domestg@ heart! I feel, venerate, and weep over | (Y; insist upon seeing me, sleeping or waking. If 
hem.’ I am notat court, never rest till you find me: not 
the sanctum sanctorum, or any place, shall be kept 
sacred from such a dear worthy good sou! as you are ; 
‘“ THE DAMPER.”—A FRAGMENT. nay, Vil give orders for you to be admitted, 
though the king and I were closeted together.’ The 

One evening, when nought was to be keard but the | yoter had swallowed every thing with rapture, and 
light tread and soft billing of happy lovers, Romanti- scraping down to the ground, retired to waitin faith 


_—_ ooo re ee 


mony, by encouraging his dependents to stand firm in 
defence of theircountry. But the greatest affliction, 
and which absorbed al) the rest, was his being ne- 
cessitated to part for a while from Monimia, who 
was incapacitated to go with him as usual, Whea 
the fatal time of parting was come, they embraced, 
with the utmost grief, and the warmest prayers to 
Heaven for one another’s safety. As soon as this 
afflicting scene was over, Marini embarked, and hav- 
ing a fair wind, arrived safe at Bastia in a few 
hours. The success of the rebels being stopped, and 
the affairs of the island a little setiled again, our 
lover began to prepare for his return to Genoa ; but 
as he was walking one day by the harbour, where the 
ships of burden Jay, he heard two sailors, who were 


co resolved, to walk and enjoy the balmy fragrance | for the death of the exerciseman. The latter took | just arrived, talking of the death of a Genoese noble- 


of heaven. With feelings unutterable, pensive and | his leave of this troublesome world in the winter 
lovely, he was bending his steps towards the seat of | following. The instant the duke’s friend was ap- 
our worthy Patron, near whose dwelling flows a| prised of it, he posted off for London on the wings 
gurgling rivulet, whose baoks are shaded by trees of |of eager expectation, and reached Lincoln’s-Inn 
romantic import, beneath one of which he was wont | Fields ahout two o’clock in the morning. 
to seathimself, and muse on things not of earth,— 
when he espied, at some distance, a female wamder- | seized with a disorder, which some of the English 
iug slowand lonely, musing doubtless on the scen- | had been induced to believe, from particalar. ex- 
ery around her, ‘There,’ exclaimed Romantico to| presses, that he could not survive. Among these 
himself, * is one of those fairies who take delight in| the duke was the most credulous, and probably the 
relieving the sorrows ef man!’ Urged by feelings{ most anxious. On the first moment of receiving 
which he could not suppress, he approached her, | this intelligence, he had dispatched couriers to 
and. ina humble tone and diffident air, said,‘ De-| Madrid, wha were commanded to return with un- 
lientful evening, Miss!’ The fair being, Stee usual haste, as soon as ever the death of his Cath- 
giance’ her dark eyes upon him—and seemed to like | olic Majesty should have been announced. — Igno- 
his 29pearance, rant of the hour in which they might arrive, the 
She assented to the remark with a low * Yes, Sir.” | duke conld not retire to rest till he had given di- 
Romantico approached nearer to her, and felt confi- | rections to his attendants to send any person to his 


man’s wife then absent from the republics This 
casual circumstance greatly alarmed him, and exci- 
ted his curiosity to listen farther to their conversation, 
when, after a little panse, he heard one of them 
mention the name of his dear Monimia; at these 


The King of Spain, about this time, had been | words his surprise and afilction was so great that he 


had no power to follow the mariners to satisfy his 
doubt, but instantly swooned away,and when he re- 
covered, found himself surrounded by his own ser- 
vants lamenting overhim. At the same time that 
this happened to Marini, something of the same na- 
tnre equally distressed Monimia ; for an imperfect 
account came to Geroa by the captain of a Venetian 
vessel, that a gentleman, named Marini, had been 
surprised near Bastia by a remaining party of rebels, 
and that he and all his attendants were killed by them, 
These two accountsinvolved our unfertunate pair in 
the greatest distress : they inmeciately took shipping 


dent that she was just the being to whom he could chamber who should desire admittance. When the | in order to be convinced of what they so much 





a eas 


dreaded to know ; the one for Corsica, the other for 


Genoa. They were both sailed, when a violent. 
storm arose, which drove their vessels upon a little 
island in the Mediterranean. Marini’s ship landed 
first, where whilst the rest of the crew were refresh- 
ing themselves, the inconsolable widower, as he 
thought himself, wandered, with one servant only, 
into a little wood that was near the sea shore, to 
give a loose to his immoderate grief. Soon after the: 
Genoes ship landed too, and the same motive led 
Monimia, with one of her maids, to the wood where 


her husband was lamenting his unfortunate condi-. 


tion. They had not been there long before they 
neard each other’s complaint, and drew nearer mu- 
tually to see if there was any wretch living equally 
miserable with themselves. Dut how great was the 
astonishment of both,when they met ina path and saw 
each other ! the immoderate joy was such, and the 
transition from one extreme to the other so instan- 
taneous, that all the power they had was to fall in 
each other’s arms, where they expired in a few 
minutes after. Their bodies were conveyed to Italy, 
and were interred with all the solemnity and mag- 
nificeuce due to their rank and eminent virtues, 








srnaA 
FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE, 
Messrs. Epirors,—The annexed epistle, is from 
an acquaintance of mine, who has recently bid fare- 
well to the place of his nativity, this ci/y of notions, 
left the service of Mars, and obtained a loca! habi- 
tation, and a name ameng the numerous 2 1-2and 5 
per cent gentlemen, ia that great Commercial Em- 
porium New-York. 
young budding genius; and therefore should not be 
sufferedyto pine in the shade unnoticed. Thé@ mind 
that conceived, and the pen that wrote this speci- 
men of humour, have often laboured in the cause of 
Momus 7°6Ut for all their productions received no 
other COMpensation, than the praises of the socia} 
circle to whose inspection they have been submitted. 
It is now bigh time to removethe curtain, and 
iferald forth 
Blushing merit 
And neglected worth. 





ICHABOD. 


LETTER FROM SIMON FLASH TO HIS COUSIN 
ICHABOD. 


New-York, Sept. 7, 1824. 

Drar Covstn,—A rainy evenirg, and nothing to 
do. I cannot better employ my time than in writing 
oil friends, Well Jemmy, bere am J, brought up all 
sianding, that is to say, settled down for,—Heaven 
knows how long. I enjoy myself in this new occu- 
pation betterthan I thought. At the place where | 
board, we are nearly all yankees; and not being 
much acquainted wiih the fuir sex, we indulge our- 
selves after supper with a game of whist, anda Soli- 
tary glass or so of good 4th proof brandy, ‘*thal’s what 
I call comfortable.” Ihave been to Chatham Gar- 
den Theatre once, and once to the Circus; on 
Wednesday night last I attendei the Park Theatre, 
aod was a witness to one of the most splendid ex- 
hibitions ever produced in this cowntry. The new 
play called ‘Cataract of the Ganges.’ It was not 
performed well; but the scenery surpassed any thing 
tT ever_beheld. During the performince, an ele- 
gant chariot was driven, (apparently) up the rocks 
on the stage, deawn by six beautiful white horses, 
belonging to the circus company, a procession fol- 
lowed behind consisting of a band of black musi- 
cians, about thirty horseman, and full one hundred 
on foot. Towards the close of the play more than 
one hundred horse and foot soldiers, were engaged 
at one lime on the stage in battle. If this play is 
brought forward in Boston, you will do well to pay a 
dollar and see it. Qn the 10th of this month, a 
grand ball is to be given in honor of the re appear- 
ance of Fayette; as | have Jately been introduced 
to a few pretty girls, I think it will not be amiss if 
I take one undereach wing oa the occasion. Speak- 
ing of girls, Piltellyou a story, 

On Sunday last, ** by particalar desire,” | attend 
ed church in company with my particular friend {row 














It is evidently the offspring of 
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Virginia. 1 had not been long seated, before I es 
pied the black peepers of a beautiful lassie directed 


‘full in my face, over her left shoulder, (right | mean, 


just as 1 was stowmg away a huge quid of Maam 
Millers real old first rate cavendish, No sooner did 
said beautiful lassie discover me looking at her, 
than she modestly cast down her eyes, blushed, and 
partly drew a green veil over her face, but at the 
same time squared round towards me, so that my 
top lights bore directly upon her starboard bow. 
**Ah ba Madam,” said [I to myself, ** that is- as, 
much as to say, ‘how do yon like me.” Taking 
this movement to be a gentle hint, (confound it, 
how our customers keep interrupting me) as I was 
saying—supposing she had put her helm up to give 
me a fairer view of the figure head. I gave her 
numerous sly glances during service, which she not 
unfrequently returned. 1 took mighty good care 
however, whenever our eyes met,to avert mine, and 
squeezed hard to blush, as a modest youth ought 
to do. This kind of play we kept up all the morn- 
ing. Inthe afternoon I bolted into church, where 
I found my little devil of seventeen had already 
arrived, notwithstanding the ram which fell in tor-} 
rents. Advancing along the aisle wit a heavy step, 
(so as to attract attention) head erected at an angle 
of 45—when lo, and behold, my shins suddenly came. 
in Contact with a step, whichhid escaped my no- 
tice. Whew! away fiew both hat and umbrella, and 
down came | on all fours, in which position | re- 
mained, thinking whether I had best lie still, and es- 
cape observation, or sneak out, aod leave ali,— 
Neither of these plans did I put in execution, but 
rose up boldly, curled my under lip, and stalked 
along most majestically, took my old seat, and for 
thirty minutes ket my nose in a direct line with the 
preacher. Once I ventured to cast eyes towards my 
dulcinea, whento my utter confusion, | perceived 
she and her companion gigling most provokingly. 
After having recovered a little from terror | changed 
sides, and saw Miss leaning on her elbow, eyeing 
me through her fingers. I gave heran infernal kind 
of a significant half smile, as much as to tell her— 
Damme madam! know what you are up to. Upon 
this she again half drew her veil.—l bobbed down 
as though to sleep, and squinted at her under my 
left elbow—which position [ maintained, until | 
twigged the little devil looking again, when sudden-. 
ly drawing up, I} gave her the cut direct, the cutse- 
vere, the cut ugly, the cut angular, the cut amo- 
rous, and the cut—d—-d loving, all before she had 
time, or rather inclination to tack ship. Church over 


“my and gave chase, though she was under convoy of 


a huge man of war, whom (fromhis manouvers and | the manner in which Brown obeys the mandate 


the cut of his jib) I took to’be a brother. My in- 
cog. entered a house in New street, which | was 
pleased to observe looked ** genteel” Just as I stop- 
ped atthe window, out popped both female heads 
directly in recourse. * Hait! Simon or your're a 
dead man,’ said |, When recoverei I found both: 
females had made sail; but turning the comer,. 
I spied them, twigging me through the blinds up 
stairs. 

Last night, by accident, I was introduced to the 
one with whom I played Isaac and Jost in church on’ 
Sunday. She's gota confounded long name, enongh. 
to break any man’s jaws to pronounce it—Miss 
Scheemerhorue—something, that’s ali l recollect of 
it—buat hang her name, that’s easily altered you 
know—"* I guess its likely.’—Write soon. In my 
next, Vil tell you how my adventure. is likely to 
turo out, Your friend, 

SIMON FLASH. 
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FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 
LA FAYETTE BELTS. 

Messrs. Enirrors,—Observing in your last 
paper a notice concerning the belts, lately 
adopted by the ladies of New-Bedford, | do 
really believe what you have there stated — 
“the ladies of this metroplis having sbipped | 
them to their country friends”’—to be abso- | 
lutely true ; for | have s:vea sisters, and all of | 
them wore belts while the fashion raged, but | 
now not a single vestige of ove is to be seen 
about the house. They tell me that some 








[ stationed myself iv front, soon perceived the ene. | 
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time since, the ladies of Boston, all voluntarily 
gave up their belts for the benefit of some 
charitable institution, (which, by the by, I 
think is the best use they could have been put 
to) and it is suspected that they were ‘ ship- 
ped’ for the ‘benefit of all concerned,’ by said 
institution. I hope and pray the fashion will 
never be revived while | am a sojourner in 


ae 


this city; for 1 am a believer in the doctrine 


of Thompson, that 

‘* Jovliness 

Needs not the foreign aid of ornament, 

But is when unadorn'd, adorned the most.” 
oot FRANK, 
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HOBOMOK 


A novel by the above title has lately been. 
issued from: the American press and is absolute- 
ly an honor to the literature of the country. 
Notwithstanding the “ carpings” of European 
critics, about the literary character of the 
Americans we are convinced they will “fight 
out their own salvation,” and in the end will 
come outtriumphantly. .The work we speak 
of is ne fiction, it is not a tale founded on fan- 
cy, but carries with it the imposing weight of 
truth, and there is not astory of any imper- 


_— 


itance related, but may be traced throughout 


the records of the old colony. 

The style of the author is free and unaffec- 
ted ;—open, bold and candid. ‘The story is 
plainly told, the characters well drawn—and 
asa painter would say every part of the work 
is in good keeping. The author exhibits an 
acute knowledge of human nature, and a deep 
and penetrating idea into the human char- 
acter. 

The rough and stern solidity displayed by 
old Mr. Conant is extremely characteristic of 
the severity of the time in which the scene is 
laid, and the manner in which he repulses 
Brown, and orders him to leave his house, and 


after taking his wife and daughters by the 
hand is exquisitely touching, It has been ask- 
ed and the question was accompanied by a 
sneer, * who has read an American book ?> The 
very reviewers themselves who ask the ques- 
tion have read an American book, or they 
could not have written a criticism on ene. 
Let the European reviewers say what they 
will about American literature, and even let 
our own counirymen, unite their voices to the 
general clamour, still we are persuaded that 
* Hobomok’ is a genuine work ‘by a genutne au- 
thor, and as such we recommend it to the pe- 
rusal of our fellow countrymen, and our fair 
country women. 
ee AS 
NOTICE TO APOTHECARIES.—A small Print- 
ing Press snitable for strikag off Lables, may be 
had cheap at this office if applied for immediately, 








The Governor's late order, calling the troop: of 
Essex and Middlesex to Boston, is attacked and de- 
fended in the Salem papers,in reference to its effects . 
on the Sabbath the day hefore the review. 

A family at artford was poisoned last week 
by eating white mushrooms—and a lad aged 14: 
died, ; P 

t N. York, Mr. Chelsey Jones, was robbed of 
his pocket book coutaiping about $1090 whicl: he 
had just received for a eargo of wheat--and 
every dollar he held in command at N. York, 
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CABINET OF APOLLO. 


FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 
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ASPIRATION OF PRAISE TO DEITY. 


To thee I raise, parent of good, 
My feeble voice in humble prayer ; 
O lead my heart to gratitude, 


Then thou art present, thou art there. 


© teach my wand’ring mind to see 

The power that moves the vast machine ; 
Through all its great variety, 

In nature’s footsteps thou art seen. 


When to the Heaven’s | lift my eye 
Where worlds, unnumber’d, twinkling roll 
In trackles paths along the sky, 

How lost in wonder is my soul. 


The sun there plac’d goes forth in might, 
The moon by night, in feeble rays 
To lighten up the shades of night 
Proclaims thy glory and thy praise. 


And when this world my mind surveys 
Springing te life, no thought can scan 
Creative power, thou here displays, 
Beyond the reach of mortal map. 


When lightnings flash, and thunders roll, 
With all the artillery of the sky; 

I view thy hand from pole to pole, 

That guides the wind and clouds that fly. 


With teaming life, each flower, each blade 
Of grass, that humble, lowly grows, 

Or the talleak, beneath whose shade 

The lonely cowslip finds repose ; 


The smaller grades by thy command, 
Of insect tribes, abroad that wings 

Of birds, of beasts, that from thy hand 
Came forth—to thee there tribute brings. 


With microscopick aid I view 
The animalcules sportive play, 

In drops of rain, or pearly due, 
Or in the cheering sunbeams ray. 


Where e’er | tread, where e’er I go 
Omnipotent, there theu art seen 

In the heavens above and earth below, 
Tho’ mental vision rolls between. 


Father of mercies! thou art kind 
And good to all thy works below, 
Though | am naked, poor and blind, 
Stillto thy children mercies flow. 


To thy noblest work—thy image man, 
To him alone was reason given, 

With rays of light on earth, to scan 
Thy ways, to know is bliss in Heaven. 
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AN IMPROVEMENT TO BEAUTY. 


Leashes to a Lady with a bottle of RowLann’s 
| MacassarR Oi1t. 
a 


Dear girl, 1 own thy face is fair; 
I own thy heavenly form is fine ; 
And fairer face, or finer air, 


We seldom see, dear girl, than thine ! 


| But wouldst thou those bright charms improve, 
And bloom stilllovelier, Q my love! 
Wouldst thou become still more divine, 
Oh! tend that auburn hair of thine’ 


The flowing ringlets, let them deck 
The Parian whiteness of that neck : 
In graceful softness let them fall, 
And be my Emma beauty all! 


Accept then ‘his, and every grace 
That decks the Queen of Beauty’s smile, 
Shall beam round thy angelic face— 
*Tis Row Lanp’s pure MacassAr OIL. 
FLORIAN. 
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Frem the Northern Whig, 
THORNS AMONG THE ROSES. 


Her darling son a mether ey’d. 
(His childish gambols playing,) 
When suddenly with joy he cried, 
As near a rose-bud straying, 
Vil seize the blushing flow’rs so fair, 
Which yonder bush discloses— 
Nay, touch them not, my son, for there 
Are thorns among the roses. 


He seiz’d the flow’rs with eager force, 
Of good advice unheeding ; 

His stubborness soou brought remorse, 
His hand was tornand bleeding— 
Hush ! naughty child, the mother says, 
And cease your idle grieving, 
And learn from this—appearances 

Are oftentimes deceiving, 


As on in youth’s bright path you go, 
Where many a flower’s reveal’d, 

Remember those that fairest blow 
Have sharpest thorns coneeal'd : 

Be this charge written on your breast, 
And let nottime annul it— 

Whatever flower thou likest best, 
Examine ere you cull it. 
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ON THE EYES. 


Tell me not of size or hue, 

Jetty black, or azure blue, 

Hazle, sober, gtey, or brown; 

If they’re clouded by a frown, 

And without expression fraught, 

Or sigus of treason and of thought, 
They li never please. 


But, though sparkling with delight, 
Or with sorrow darkas night ; 
Tho’ their lustre dimm’d by woe, 
Or by bashfulness cast low : 
If oft gemm’d by Pity’s tear, 
Let their owner never fear; 
They lt surely please. 


Light Readings. 


An EmMBarRASsMENT.—A _ gentleman sitting in 
one of the boxes in company with the late fe 
North, not knowing his lordship, entered into conver- 
sation with him, and seeing two ladies come into an 
opposite box, turned to him, and addressed him with 
‘Pray, Sir, can you informme who isthat ugly wo- 
man that is just come in? * O* replied his lordship, 
with great good humour, ‘ thatis my wife.’ ¢ Sir, I 
ask youten thousand pardons,—I do not mean her, 
I mean that shocking monster who is along with 
her.’ —* Tha? replied his lordship, ‘is my daughzer,’ 


A PasstowarE TEMPER.—General Sutton, broth- 
er of Sir Robert Sutton was very passionate : Sir 
Robert was the reverse. Sutton being one day with 
Sir Robert while his valet de chambre was shaving 
him, ‘ John,’ said Sir Robert, * you cut me,’and then 
went on with the conversation. Presently, he said 
again, in the mildest manner, * John you cut me.’ 
Saying so a third time was too much for the General, 
who started up in a rage, and doubling his fist at 
the servant, sworea great oath, and said, if Sir Rob- 
ertcan bear it I cannot, and if you cut him once 
more, Ill knock you down.’ 

Charles the bold king of France, being seated at 
the same table with Dunnus Scotus, and the phileso- 
pher making some remarks not quite consonant to 
French politeness, the king asked him what was the 
difference between a Scot and a Sot. * Only the 
length of the table,’ replied the sage. 


THDATRE 


N MONDAY Evening, Sept. 20, will be present- 
ed the popular Tragedy, called the 


CASTLE SPECTRE, 


TO WHICH WILL BE ADDED, 


The favorite afterpiece called 
TIMOUR, THE TARTAR. | 


MEMOIRS OF GENERAL FAYETTE, 
flee day published and for sale at this 
office, and at the several bookstores, Me- 
moirs of the Marquis de LA FAYETTE, dur- 
ing the American Revolutionary war, to which 
is appended an account of his reception into 
New-York, Boston, and the principal cities of 
New-England, with interesting anecdotes of 
that illustrious personage. Price 25 cts. 
Boston, Sept. 11th, 1824, 


Boston Pocket-Book, and Fancy Mo- 


rocco Work Manufactory. 

AMES DYER (directly oppesite the Old South) 

is constantly manufacturing, and offers for sale, a 
great variety of 

LADIES? 

Pocket-Books, Thread Cases, Reticules, Card Cases, 
Miniature and Locket Cases, Back Gammon Boards, 
&c. &c. on the most reasonable terms, for cash or 
credit. March 27. 


TOM AND JERRY. 
A FEW dozen copies of Tom and Jerry, 
J for snle at this office. 
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